chapter IX
MANIPUR STATE
F
EW travellers remain long in India. The voyages to and
fro occupy a month, and the cool weather season is limited,
and nowadays not many people can spare the time. The
country is so vast, the attractions so far apart that the visitor's
time is fully occupied. The result is that there is a natural
tendency to follow the principal tourist routes and to visit the
important sites which however attractive they may be are not
always typical of the great Empire that is India. When the
beaten tracks are abandoned the means of communication are
often difficult and the accommodation uninviting. The Dak
Bungalow is generally a dreary habitation and the hospitality of
the local club is almost excessive. The traveller who wanders
off the main arteries finds himself the recipient of almost too
much kindness and hospitality. He is apt to sacrifice his
independence. He falls into the groove of the English life of
the country districts—the seclusiveness of race, the obsession of
sport, the burden of bridge, and the proffered refreshments. It
is pleasant and, for the Englishman employed in India, the
necessary relaxation after the routine of his usually uncongenial
official occupations* The Club, from six till nine in the evening,
is the one escape from the overpowering atmosphere of the
country. The afternoon sports are over—the polo and the
tennis—and in the often rather dilapidated precincts of the
Club the weariness of existence is forgotten* English alone is
spoken. There is the choice of the silence of bridge or the prattle
of the billiard-room, where every sort of game except billiards
seems to be played, for there is often only one table and a dozen
players. All the members of the Club are present, except one or
two away on leave and sometimes there are not more than
fifteen or twenty altogether. There are few luxuries in the small
Indian Club though the drinks are carefully chosen and carefully
mixed and carelessly drunk. But it is not India and the traveller
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